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110 THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 

Dowch er cof i wylofain — ar wyddfa 

Yr addfwyn lyw cywrain j 

Ail ni bu i'r cu wr cain, 

Er rhyfyg Groeg a Rhufain. W. Williams. 

Picton, ei alon wyliodd, — rhag taerni, 

Rhwyg teyrnas achubodd; 

Rhyddion holl Evrrop rhoddodd ; 

Marw y w 'nawr a mawr y modd ! J. Howell. 

Rfaodd hyfryd gmr br^d ger bron, — a gludai 

I'r gwledydd heddychlon ; 

Aeth, 'n ol gorphen dibenion, 

I entjrrch llewyrch yn lion. S. Price. 

Pell edrych, pwy eill adrodd— y neithol 

lawn wyrthiau gyflawnodd ? 

Gelyn traws o'i geulan trodd, 

Ei gaerau oil a gurodd. W. Williams. 

Gwych udgom clod, nod a wna — o'r gwrthiau, 

A'r gwerth nis gwahana ; 

Marw wnaetb, yna daeth enw da, 

Yn fythol hwn ni fetha. J. Howell. 

Llandovery, Juiu 20, 1819. 

An EsGLYN on a Rock falling down in the Vale of Neath, by 
Rhys Mobgan John, of Pencraig-N^dd, written about the 
beginning of the last century. 

Creigydd a gelltyd gwylltion — a dolydd 
Ardaloedd Nedd dirion, 
Rhwyg wyd a braenwyd eu bron : 
Ffwrdd ! unwaith gael ffordd union. 



ENGLISH POETRY, 
TRANSLATIONS OP THE PENNILLION. 



XVII. 

Those wild birds see, how bless'd are they ! 

Where'er their pleasure leads they roam. 
O'er seas and mountains far away. 

Nor chidings fear when they come honm. 
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XVIII. 

Heavy is lead and so is stone, 
So is his heart, that lives alone; 
But heavier far it is, they tell, 
To say to her one loves, — farewell. 

XIX. 

Both old maids and young ones, the witless and wise 
Gain husbands at pleasure, while none will me prize ; 
Ah ! why should the swains think so meanly of me. 
And I full as comely as any they see ! 

XX. 

My fair one is the blooming year, 

April, May, and June beside : 
The sun-beara smiles, as she draws near. 

Pearl of maidens and the pride. 

XXL 

The birds delight upon the spray, 
And lambs on clover-meads to play ; 
For me, at summer's noon I love 
To muse in peace within the grove. 

XXII. 

Blessings to that hour belong, 

When, erst a youth, my mefry strain 
Join'd the cuckoo's jocund song. 

Near to the grove on yonder plain. 

ODE on the DEATH of Sir THOMAS PICTON, 

BV THE REV. DAVID ROWLAND. 

[Although it is contrary to the plan of the Cambro-Bhitok »o admit any mo- 
dem productions, that have already appeared in other periodical publi- 
cationSj the merit of these lines would alone be sufficient to jnstify the 
exception here made in their favour, even if it bad not been reqnired for 
the purpose of comparing them with the We'sh translation, inserted in 
the two preceding pages. — E». ] 

O WAKE the lyre, ye minstrels hoar. 
The deep-ton'd strings of sorrow sweep ; 

For Cambria's hero is no more, 

Around his tomb her daughters weep. 

Weep on, ye forms angelic, — pour 

A flood of tears upon that tomb ; 
A mightier warrior ye deplore 

Tlian any son of Greece or Rome. 



